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allowed the entire choice of the hours of motion and
rest. When the bearers are posted on the road there
is no necessity for this limitation; and the secret of
agreeable travelling appears to lie chiefly in contriving
to reach some military or civil station about the hour
of breakfast, tiffin, or dinner. I have mentioned
before, that I carried no letters of introduction with
me, but trusted entirely to the habitual hospitality of
the authorities scattered over the country, nor was I
ever disappointed. I remember, one morning at
sunrise, coming in sight of Nundydroog,1 perhaps the
most remarkable of those huge round-backed hill forts
for which India is celebrated. It looks like a con-
siderable mountain; for though only twelve hundred
feet high, it rises so abruptly from the plain, that it
appears double its real altitude. The morning air was
cold and clear, and all things about us lay glistening
with dew, which had settled on every leaf and every
blade of grass, during one of those serene and starlight
evenings, of which the month of October boasts, I thiuk
more than any other in the whole year. This applies
to almost all parts of the northern hemisphere which
I have visited, from the Missouri to the Yellow Sea,

Between the fort of Nundydroog and the rising
ground on which we stopped to view the prospect,
there extended a valley some six or eight miles across,
the whole bottom of which was marked with a succes-
sion of artificial tanks, used for irrigating myriads of
rice-fields lying below the level of these huge ponds.
But as the best specimens of the picturesque and beauti-
ful, or useful, always stand but a poor chance against
the claims of a sharp-set appetite, I urged my fellows
to jog on merrily, in hopes of reaching the military
station in time for the commandant's breakfast; and,

1 ["The fort of the Bull," once a stronghold of Tipu Sultan, from
whom it was captured by General Meadows, Oftober 19, 1791, and
now a hill-ftation for the inhabitants of Bangalore.]
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